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Dorthea Lange, 1936, image courtesy of Library of Congress Online Catalog 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/cph.3b41800/ 
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John, I’m almost done. I’ve made arrangements for my ashes, and the rest 

of  my  belongings  (including my silver chain), to be sent to you, care of 

Ken & Alejandro’s address. I know they’re angry.  I never answered their 

calls. Tell them I’m sorry, and not to make a fuss. What’s left of my bones 

can sit in the basement, go out with the trash, for all I care. Tell them, and 

I really mean this, what they tried to do for me touched my reckless soul’s 

pain. And John, know this: all I send I send with love, guaranteed delivery.  

 

 

Rich, received your promised package—came yesterday, just before one. 

The doorbell rang, I jumped, tied closed the robe you gave me. The short 

walk to the door was the longest I’ve ever made. Small box. I can’t sleep 

since it came.  I lie in bed thinking of the good days, and oh how the past 

is present in the things you sent. That red t-shirt I bought you in Rio.  We 

didn’t last. But know I now wear your chain. Whisper Rich when I wake. 

Smile when I read the words on your urn:  You are loved, loved eternally. 
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https://www.laurelbenjamin.com/
https://lauradanielswriter.wordpress.com/
mailto:archerevans@yahoo.com


 

http://www.alexisrhonefancher.com/
http://www.alfredfournier.com/


                    

 

http://www.karlahuston.com/
https://www.candicemkelseypoet.com/


 

https://alanperrypoetry.com/


                    

 



 

https://alisonstone.info/
https://www.julieweisspoet.com/
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